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THE FAMILY AT YARMOUTH. 


“We've been to Yarmouth where, just now, Bloaters are to be had in perfection (I like soft roes best; don’! you, dear ?) and we were all photographed 
in a@ group in our seaside costumes. Poor Pa, who came down rather unexpectedly, came out very well, and was much admired, only Lord Bob needwt 
have grumbled at paying for a copy each all round in three attitudes. You come out to amuse yourself, dowt you? If not, you stay at home.” 
—EXTRACT FROM ONE OF Miss SLoren’s LEtrers To A Dearest FRIEND. 


THE BATH OF BLOOD: 


Or, CHARLOTTE CORDAY’S CRIME. 


i 
| 


A WARNING TO TOTAL ABSTAINERS. 


CHAPTER 1. 
“What say you, gentlemen? Guilty, or not guilty 7” 


** A remarkable use has just been made of the identical bath in which 
the notorions Marat was assassinated] by Charlotte Corday. This 
curions and interesting relic by some means or other passed into thy 
hands of an elderly priest in Britany, the Abbe Le Cosse, who has now 
determined to sell it, and to devote the proceeds of the sale to works 
of charity in his parish. He has already received large offers from 
curiosit y-bunters and collectors of old-fashioned souvenirs, but has not 
yet parted with his peculiar relic."—Daily Telegraph, 


. . . Ps . . 

Manat lived on the first Hoor of a dilapidated house in Grey 
Friars Street, in Paris, His lodgings consisted of an antecham- 
her, a writing-room, a sleeping-room and parlour, and a small 
room containing the fatal bath. They were meanly furnished, 
dirty, and disordered. A Jady who vontrolled his domestic 
affairs he had taken for his wife, one day in fine weather, in the 
face of open sunshine, after the example of Jen-Jacqnes Rous 
seau. One servant helped her in her liousehold duties, and 3 
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1 5 “. But a Good Templaress he got engauert “. He is married te that 
» Young Woolly, ALLY ’s hairdresser, had a delicious head of hair, all owing tothe use of to persuaded him to leave out the rum, Good Templaress now, and +, BEE 
Dwi Celebrated Invizorator, of which the principal ingredients were rtm and milk. because it was wicked, Almost immedi is very, very happy, and young man ran errands between Marat’s home and the printin: 
hichever way he wore it, he was ¢ ually charming, ately he hezan to zect thin at the top, very, very ball! | oflice. ‘ 

(SL never dit helivve in totul absteivers.” (signed) A. Storii The incessant activity ol the writer dia not relaxed in con 


Ot 


250 


sequen e ot the lingering disease which was consuming him. The intlam- 
matory action of his blood lit up his mind. Now in his bed, now in 
his bath, he was perpetually writing, dictating fresh murders, 

Fallot the pre-sentiment’ of death be only feared that his last hour 
would come on too suddenly, and he bastened to send on before him as 
many victiqous as possible, 

Sut the terror that issued from Marat’s house returned thither under 
another form—the uneuding dread of assassination. Access to his resi- 
dence was forbidden as it would be to the palace of tyrauny. 

Charlotte Corday called about eight in the evening. Her white gown 
was covered over the shoulders by a silk scarf, which, falling over her 
bosom, fastened behind. Her hair was coutined by a Normandy cap, 
the long lace of which played against her checks, A wide green silk 
riband was bound around her brows, and tastened her cap. Her hair 
fell loose down her back. No paleness of .omplexion, no wildness of 
gaze, no tremulousness of voice revealed the deadly purpose of the 
young and beautiful woman 

The room to which, after some difficulty, sle gained admittance, Was 
faintly lighted. Marat was in his bath, A plank, roughly planed, lay 
across the bath, and on this he was busy writing- he was busy denoun- 
cing, and demanding more heads. 

Covered with a cloth filthy with dirt, spotted with ink, his head and 
shoulders only exposed, there was nothing in his features to affect a 
woman's cye with tenderness or give pause to a meditated blow, 

His matted hair, wrapped ina dirty handkerchiel, with receding 
forehead, protruding eyes, prominent cheekbones, large mouth, 
shrivelled limbs, and livid skin--such was Marat. 

After a few moments conversation, she drew the knife from her bosom, 
and with superhuman force plunged it to the hilt into Marat’s heart. 
Then drawing the blood-stained weapon from the body of the victim, 
let it fall at her feet. 

Madame Marat, on hearing him scream, rushed into the room, and 
er cries brought a crowd round the house demanding with fury that 
the assassin should be thrown to them from the window. Soldiers 
arrived, then surgeons, who endeavoured to staunch the wound. 

The reddened water gave to the sanguinary democrat the appearance 
of having died in a bath of blood. 

It was a dead corpse that they lifted into the bed. — - * 

When on her way to the scaffold, a violent storm broke over laris, 
und when the sky alpasad. the rain, which had soaked her to the skin, 
displayed the exquisite symmetry of her form. Her hands bound 
behind her back obliged ‘her to hold up her head, and this forced 
rigidity of the muscles gave more tixity to her attitude, and set off the 
outlines of her figure. 

The rays of the setting sun fell on her head, and her complexion, 
heightened by the red chemise des vondamnés, seemed of unearthly 
brilliancy. i 

When the executioner, to bare her neck, removed the handkerchief 
that covered her bosom, this insult to her modesty moved her more 
than her impending death. 

The heavy blade fell, and her head rolled on the scaffold. 
assistants took it in his hand and struck it on the cheek. 

It is said that a deep crimson suffused the face, as though dignity and 
modesty had, for an instant, lasted longer than life. * . ‘ 

“ Poor gy-url !” murmured Alexander, as he wiped off a teardrop and 
held it up to the light to look through it, ‘they might have let her off.” 

“That bit about the dead head blushing seems a trifle improbable, 
don't it!” asked his friend William—alias Blood-Stained Bill—famed 
for deeds we have here no room to enumerate. ‘‘ And the same tale is 
told of several other ladies whose faces under similar circumstances 
have been smacked.” 

“‘T know not,” said Alexander, again going for a teardroy. ‘‘ But 
my sister, Jemima—the one that calls herself Tootsie—she says, lots ot 
girls couldn't blush anyhow, not if you smacked ’em ever so hard. It’s 
an awful thing though is crime, ain't it /” 

“Yes,” said William, after a pause in which he seemed to plunge 
deeply into the past, “ but ‘twas perchance, regrettable that, Benjamin, 
Our Uncle, succumbed not a while since.” 

“Ah!” cried Alexander, with the sudden energy of desperation. 
“He still lives—lev’s lie in wait for him on a lonely heath.” 

“‘Let’s tirst find the lonely heath,” said William, ‘‘and then get 
Uncle to cross it at the midnight hour.” 

Without another word they departed for that purpose. 

( To be continued in our next. ) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 
*,* Owing to the d id space, t guarantee to answer 
Cotesepdadanta Lnruediately on the racalyt of their Queries— 
particularly the queerest. 


B, Burton (Small Heath, Birmingham).—J¢'s very kind oy’ you, but 
tf you want to siyure as an author, try to get something a little more 
original than simply copying things out of Joe Miller's Jest Book.—— 
‘© TNQuIRER” (Bond Street)—ALLY has not yet made up his mind 
tohether to put up for Tuk New Mvsicat Cis, He feels that the 
name of SL.OVER 1s already represented there in the shape of Lindsay of 
that ill, —-A GERMAN. — Your note came to late to reply in last week's 
Havr-Hormay ” The Eminent hastens to suy he will meet you with 
pleasure outside Mr. George Wilkins’, the pawonbroker, 5 Maiden Lane, 
un Monday, August /0th, at 11.10 a.m.—THr ADMIRING BLOATER — 
(7) ALLY nerer was yood at History: (2) ALLY knows nothing what- 
ever about Politics; (3) ALLY cannot give you the ** Award of Merit” 
simply because at political meetings you shoul, * Three cheers for 
Storer!” (./) ALLY ts not amave thal uny verses ever appeared in the 
“Hatr-Hotipay” on Lord Beaconsyiel.——W. A. (Broughton).. -J¢ 
was very gond of you to introduce the ‘‘Hatr-HoumDay” to the news- 
agent in Bowness-on- Windermere, buf we van hardly give you the 
‘©Award of Merit” for that.——A FRIEND or CHARLEY Woop's.— 
C. Wood, ‘the rising jockey,” will have his ‘‘ Award of Merit” in due 
course. <All in good time, my friend ; all in good time.—ANON.— 
Your sketch of the Eminent with words, ‘* You big, soft fool!” is 
worthy of a better cause, G. S. R. (Manchester).—The gingham you 
found at Whippingham Church, on the occasion of the marriage of 
B.R.H. Princess Beatrice, is of the same breed as the Eminent’s, but tt 
is not ALLY's world-famed parapluie. What shall we do with tt?—— 
Japnet (Newton-on-Ouse).—here is no work entitled ‘‘Sloper’s 
Perko ‘*Sloper’s Kalendar,” published yearly, One Penny. Post 

ee, Lid. 


One of the 


*,” Notr.— We shall be happy to forward to any uddressa PORTRAIT 
ry CoLours oF A. SLOPER, or one of his daughter Toorsik, on receipt 
of 3d.in stamps, the vost of postage. Address, A. Soren, Esq., “THE 
SLoPERIES,” 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, London, B.C. 


£1:1:0 
And the *SLOPER AWARD OF MERIT,” will be given for the 
best Article in Prose or Verse, entitled, 


MY BANK HOLIDAY. 


The article should not exceed three-quarters of a column in length, 
should describe how the Auliior spent the August Bank Holiday, and 
should reach the Editor not later than this day, Saturday, August Sth, 
a stamped envelope being enclosed by those who wish their MSS. returned. 
Only the successful composition will be published. 

Address ;—The Editor, “ BANA HOLIDAY COMPETITION,” 

‘*THE SLOPERIES,” 
99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, London, E.C. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


A COINER, on being convicted recently, legged that he might be 
hanged. The judge remarked that the prisoner had been given far too 
much rope already, and that his long drop out of society this time 
would be ten years’ penal servittale, 


* 

AN eminent physician who has had curious experiences of the inat- 
tention and carelessness displayed by nursemaids towards the youngsters 
lett in their charge, suggests, It might be well to tix on all nursery 
doors the announcement, ‘No pins udmittel.’” : 


ee 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


Shooting. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 


No. 67.—The Pretty Harvester” Costume, 
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Alphonse de Pum-pom out tor a days Grouse 
Please te cast your v\e on the 


Poodl«. ‘Snatcher not in it. 


Antique Josser.—"'I recollect the poor old 


A rough rude Wave at 
Brighton, in good King 
George's golden da 


= oe 
* It does louk so awfully cold. 
I wonder whether it would be 
' very unmanly of mo to shirk it 


Geeser when she was a pretty young Girl.” | this once, and only dip my dress 


and towels in the sea.’ 


IDYLL: 


The Third Volume. | 


2F 


Sur Arthur Tichborneorton, Piscon Shooting 
at (he Welsh) Harp, on the 21th of duly. 


ao 
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Tue electrical vitality of giants is small. Only the other night w: 
observed a gnatlike dwarf stick a large-sized darning-needle into a giant's 
leg, as they stood side by side on exhibition. The giaut apparently fel: 
no shock, but continued swaying backwards and forwards like a poplar 
in a storm, with the stump of a cabbage-leaf cigar in his mouth, and a 
vacuous but genial smile on his face. | 


. 
Tar LIERN AXD THE Mowsg.—< liern, the king of the foress, wo 
awakened frum hiz sleap by ang mowse runni over hiz face. Rizing in 
anger he cort him, and waz abowt to kill him, but the little mowse 
itteyeously pleeded for his life, and sed, *‘ If yew will only spare my 
life T will be shoor to repai yewr kindness.” “At this the liern larted 
and let him go. The mowse never kame bak. 


e 
Waicu I says it’s a shame, Jane Marier, 
To come down so ‘ot on us p'rambs, 
And I would most respectful inqui-er, 
Do they think as we're busses or trams ‘ 


I suppose we're not dust-carts or waggins, 
To be thus drav into the road ; 

I says, says I, sure’s my name's Naggins, 
I says to the beak, ‘* You be blowed'” 

I calls it, Jane, regular shabby, 
I hopes tho’, if he’s got a brat, 

No nussmaid 'l] wheel that there babby, 
Then he'll have todo it, that’s flat! 


‘¢ ALLOW me to read you an excellent article entitled, ‘On what to do 
ina case of drowning,’ * remarked an effusive being to a hilious person 
on the Margate Boat. ‘Oh! drop it overboard, and let it drown—in 
fact, let us all drown together,” sighed the sufferer ; and then he went 
and drowned about ten minutes of his misery in the ‘ flowin’ bole” all 
alone. ae 

* 


AN inquiring young domestic consulted a gipsy girl as to her pros. 
pects in life. “ TD predict,” said the gipsy girl, “ that sooner or later you 
will have a young man with a light complexion.” Of course, the yipsy 
girl's fee was extraordinarily heavy for such comforting intelligence. 
The young man with a light complexion did not turn up with tl: 
promptitude he ought to have displayed, therefore the dusky wanderer 
was charged with telling fortunes, and now very justly is doing two 
month's hard labour to purge her atrocious offence —an absurdly lizht 
sentence, we consider, for the crime of raising hopes professionally. 

oe 


* 
Iv for a husband, good and kind, 
With love her heart is lit up, 
To watch for him she will not mind-— 
By all means Ict her sit up. 
Kut if she holds her consort cheap), 
Cause there's no love about him, 
Then let her go to bed and sleep- 
As well she may—without him. 


* 

A VEGELARIAN who went over an Australian meat company’s pre 
mise=, and saw the rapidity with which the animals were slaughtered 
cut up, and tinned, said the haste was positively indecent : the poor 
animals were given no time to think. 
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THE dynamitards might really charter some Irish-American artist of 
ability to design them a decent skull, crossbones, and cottin (rade mark, 
Stencil plates could then be struck, and issued to the brotherhood. 
The present heading to their warning missives show that the “patriots” 
en masse scorn the gentle art of limning. The skulls they sketch might 
be mistaken for caulitiowers, the crossbones for drum-stick-, and the 
coffins for black-beetles. one 

THE state of the people is a greater problem than the state of the 
Thames anent the matter of cleanliness. If some bold officer of healt! 
would get up statistics as to the number of Londoners who visit th: 
seaside, and never indulge in the cheap luxury of a bath during thei 
most prolonged stay, the result might be surprising, should the statist 
not lose his life in the attempt. 4 « 


‘‘I'm afraid you have not got a stable mind, Henry,” remarked a fond 
parent, looking anxiously up at her son, as he munched his matutinal 
toast excessively lazily, and chipped the shell off his egg with coldly 
slow deliberation. ‘‘ Don't know about that, mater; I won a monkey 
ona rank outsider yesterday, and, um—-let me see, what sized gloves 
do you take! 1 was thinking of a run into Regent Street this morning 
just to buy you a dozen of Sucde gloves.” A tear of maternal affection 
trickled down the mother’s cheek us she embraced her son, and said, 
‘*How like his father.” * 

* 


RECLINING in the tiny boat, 

Soft nothings whisp ring, on they tlout ; 
While Edwin to his Angelina 

Plays lightly on the concertinu. 


At length he lays the music bv, 

And heaves a sentimental sigh, 

As on her face his dark eye linger, 

He takes in his her taper fingers. 

By yentle force le draws her near, 

And whispers in her willing ear: 
“Nought, my love, our hearts can sever, 
Tell me you'll be mine for ever.” 


She turns away, and hangs her head 

In silence o'er the ocean's bed, 

Then murmurs faint, in accents thick, 

**This horrid boat! I feel so sick !” 
* 


* 

A rooR woman was charged at one of the police courts, the othe 
day, with stealing a piece of pork, ‘which she snatched from the hook 
ou which it hung, and ran off with it.” The half-starved prisoner was 
let off with a light punishment, on account (as the magistrate put it) 
“of her deplorable condition, which was only too evident.” Just »0. 
Such an offence as this, you see, could only be perpetrated by a pork- 
reacher | ox 

* 


“THE way togetaloan.” This isa sentence which never fails to catch 
the eye of the attentive reader of his daily paper. And the way i> 
simple. Steal something—it doesn't much matter what—and get sent tv 
Holloway Prison for three months on the silent system. That's a ver} 
effective way to get alone. o* 

* 

AN extraordinary circumstance occurred to young Mr. Loosetish in 
connection with Goodwood last week. When, after a good deal of in- 
judicious betting, far too much champugne, and some falling about. 
Mr. Loosefish reached his own bedroom, and began feeling in his pocket 
for his watch, he found to his horror that it had actually changed hands 

ee 


* 

A GENTLEMAN in foreign parts, who had murdered his father und 
mother, his wife, and a few other relatives, trusted that the jury would 
take the fact of his having attained the age of fifty, without ever dog 
so before, as an extenuatory circumstauce. I think they gave hiw 
something out of the poor box. 

oe 
WuEN lovely woman has the folly 
To haunt a draper day by day, 
What dodge will soothe her melancholy, 
And keep her from his shop away. 
Why, let him call in a policeman— 
Take her up before the beak ; 
He will make her keep the peace, man, 
Picking oakum for 2 week ! 
7 * 


A REPORT comes from Holland that all the Dutch clocks have cou 
menced striking. They are determined not to work more than twelse 
hours a day. It is believed, however, that the Government will de: 
with the offeniers under the Windin:-up Act, as strikes are not allowe 
in Holland, s 
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j E TOOTSIE ON TENNIS. 
er night w: = 
ito a giant's 


LvBRY well-regulated girl might as well know how to play lawn 


realy a unis, but very few look at all graceful when playing it. 


ke a poplar 


outh, and a queer boots must be 


highly prejudicial to the 
welfare of some young 
persons who go in for so 
much attitudenizing. 

According to the poet, 
“Tf courtly old Wattean 
now weilded the palette, 
How dainty the pictures 
his brush would have 
drawn, Could he but have 
seen the sweet Maids of 
the Mallet, Who flutter 
and flirt on our velvety 
lawn.” The poet is speak- 
ing of the gambols of 
female croquet players. 
Probably the poet was 
much gone on one or more 
of the females in ques 
tion, and they sprawled 
not awkward in his eyes. 

‘Perhaps, too,” the 
Dook says, ‘fhe was 
young.” 

Here’sa hit more of him 
that the Hon'ble Billy 
says sounds more to the 
point: ‘A part of our 
yame T will give you a 
hint on, If you're thirsty 
wl hanker for something and ive, A bountiful beaker of horaged 
Hadminton You will tind, in the shade, is uncommonly nice.” 

‘* Point of fact, makes your mouth water to read of it,” says Bits: 

But the poet goes on:—‘‘ Deep dranghts from the two-handed dew- 
louded chalice, While musing alone is most sweet—'tis confessed ; But 
weeter than all to drink after sweet Alice, And kiss the same silver 
er pouting lips pressed !”’ 

You see the poet is evidently a “ conoodler,” and an inconstant one, 
90, as this proves :—-‘"Tis rapture to lounge in such excellent clover, 
Yo bask in the sunshine of Gwendolen's eyes! With light-heartec 
lillie to he a gay ‘rover,’ Or ‘spoon’ to the music of Rosalie’s sighs.” 

Lord Bob has a book which tells you that the games of tenms and 
vxllone are similar in character to rackets and tives, and were probably 
sown to the Greeks and Romans. 
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on, and said, 
The Dok comes an awial Cropper, 
The Dook says, when he was even more youthful than he is now, a 
y javourite game of his was Rackets—that he played all day long in the 


leastire grounds of a country seat of his in Surrey, called Belvidere Place, 
vhich Poor Pa, who knows about these things, says used to he a polite way 
{ speaking of the Queen’s Bench Debtors’ prison. 

If you really wanted to see a game properly played, you should have 
one last week to the Chiswick Park Club. _I was among the cracks, of 
‘ourse, with Miss Ida Watson, Miss Bingley, Miss Gurney, and the 
st, in the open lawn tennis tournament. We were all there, of course— 
that is to say, with the excep- 
tion of Poor Pa and Ma and 
Alexander. Billy looked very 
funny, the Dook broke his eye- 
glass, and Bob's serving 
caused a sensation, 

My dress was the talk 
cf the whole place: the 
men delighted, 
and the women 
spiteful, as 
usual. 

Next season I 
mean to goin for 
' the Lady Cham- 
{ pionship. I'm 
sorry I did not 
this time, 

It a girl hasa 
good figure, 
pretty shoes and 
stockings, and 
knows how to 
move and run, 
a very fair show 
can got out 
of lawn tennis, 
after all. 

But if you 
only saw some 
of the stupid 
frights ! 

0 you know, 
[ think girls 
generally are 
a much overrated, 
‘hey're better than men, of course, but that’s saying little. 
\ few more lines -usefal information : 
How To MAKE BapMinton, 

eel half a medium-sized cucumber and put it into a silver cup, with 
“ur ounces of powdered sugar, a little nutmeg, and a bottle of claret. 
Vien the sugar is thoroughly dissolved, pour in a bottle of soda water. 

N iE noe overdo it with lumps of ice, It ought to taste of some- 
"Wig besides water. 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALP-HOLIDAY. 


WHAT, HO!!! 


With net week’s “f ALLY Svoper’s Hatr-Hotipay”’ (ONE Penny), 
published Nugust Lith, we shell vive Gratis to every 


purchaser of the Paper « 


SrPHCTA Tm PiAT we 


Drawn hy the celehrated Artist, WAL LUDLOW, entitled 


MISS SLOPER ON WOMAN'S RIGHTS. 


This most charming work, aersuring Vo} inches Ll, vepresents 
Tootsie, a Capund Gown, addressing the Meeting, supported by 


His Grack THE Dook SNook, Lord Bor, and the Hon. BILLy. 


ONE PENNY. 


eels Eno imos Nils anticipated for this Numbe., !a prevent 
isa ppointiment, vow ure cu nestly requested to 
ORDER AT ONCE. 
Address—‘'' THE SLopenizs,” 
99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Street, London, E.C. 


OUR PRIZE STORY. 


(£1:1:0 and the “Storer AwarD or Merit” has been 
awarded to 


E. F. FINN, 106, Elm Grove, Brighton, 
‘or the Verses (printed hereunder) entitled, 


RAMBLING AT RAMSGATE. 


‘Vite other day as Kill and me 

(Excuse grammar) were having tea, 

We thought how very nice ‘twould be 
‘To rambling go at Ramsgate. 


Now, Bill's my lover, you must know : 
{don't think [ have told you so: 
But tell you now before we go 

‘Vo ramble down at Ranisgate. 


He said that it would be snch tun ; 

And ere our evening meal was done 

We vow'd we'd be up with the sun 
‘To rambling go at Rausgate. 


The morning came, and with it rain, 

And T to go ol course was fain, 

Whilst William said, ‘ Look sharp, the train 
Leave'’s here at cight for Ramsgate.” 


Then hurry, scurry, tlurry, we 

‘Together”gan to run ; and he 

Held in his hand a bag ; you see 
“Twas thus we went to Ramsgate. 


Arrived ; the sun was shining bright ; 
Down to the beach, with hearts now light, 
We both set off; but stay, a tight 

Was taking place at Ramsgate. 


Two wicked men were quarrelling ; 

Around, a crowd had formed a ring. 

My William said, ‘‘ 1 soon will bring 
Peace to these men of Ramsgate.” 


Then, forcing bravely through the crowd 

His way, he shouted out aloud, 

“Come, eae this tight!" He thought he'd cowed 
The gallant lads of Ramsgate. 


Alas! he was not quite prepared 

For all that followed—soon they shared 

Mis watch and chain, and then his BEARD, 
Amongst the lads of Ramsgate, 


Then he came back so dismally, 

And said, ‘* Matilda, must this be ’” 

I said, ‘‘ My dear, pray don't ask me ' 
(ome, get away from Ramsgate.” 


We had no money -what to do 

We knew not. “Hullo! is that you ‘” 

Oh, joy, it was his friend, Jack Drew. 
He'd just come down to Ramsgate. 


‘Hullo! old boy, pray what's amiss ’” 
‘Oh, nothing, nothing !—only this.” 
“Will you explain it all then, Miss?” 
T said, ‘A tight—at Kamsgate.” 
The gallant fellow—like the men— 
Would no refusal take, and then 


He paid my fare, and Bill’s, At ten 
A.M. we both left Ramsgate. 


FE. FB. Finn, 106, Elm Grove, Brighton, 


CONNOR'S SALUTE. 


TCH-L-I-CK |" 

This is the salutation every one gets from Connor, and accom- 
panying it always comes a peculiarly painful dig of Connor's two 
fingers just beneath the lower ribs, very irritating .ud exceedingly 
i hep 

Te means no harm—“ it’s 2 way he’s got; this is what Connor says, 
with an unconscious grin on his jovial features, whilst you are writhing. 
Probably he doesn't, for he's one of those preposterously cheerful 
beasts who are always overflowing with spirits, and don't care two- 
pence for dignity. But, you see, I'm ‘in the City,” and his “ Tchick !" 
and his playful thrust don't look well round about the Stock Exchange 
—confound him ! 

The other day, however, J was going down Cheapside, when, on the 
other side of the way, who should [ sce but my cheerful friend, with 
his back to me, walking along ata great rate. A sudden thought struck 
me, that it would be a good notion to pay Mr. Cheerful Connor a little 
bit back in his own coin. 

Accordingly I crossed over, chuckling to myself. Keeping carefully 
out of his sight, and walking sharply, 1 soon got behind him, and 
could hardly help bursting out laughing, as 1 thought of his coming 
surprise and sudden e\clamation. 

He was pelting along sturdily, with his broad shoulders thrown back 
and his arms swinging, and in one hand his favourite blackthorn. Care- 
fully picking out the precise spot in Azs ribs where he had so often hurt 
me, I suddenly gave him a tremendous dig, at the same time imitating 
his voice and calling out loudly, ‘‘ Tchick '” 

You should have seen him turn round ! 

** What are you about, you idiot /” he cried. 

Unfortunately I had made a slight mistake. It wasn't Connor at all, 
but somehody quite as big and a good deal ficreer. 


When I got rid of my black eyes, and could walk again without 
erntches, I went to the City once more; but I haven't tried Connor's 
salute since then, It costs too much for do: toring. 


Se 


TRUTHFUL PHIBBS. 


My name is I’hibbs, but no one could be more truthful. 

I am in the ornamental reporting line of business, and do the tlowery 
in large type for the Circulator. ‘ 
before me, 


My father was something of the kind 
out they called him a peuny-a-liner, which meant that he did 
two lines for threepence 
only : then he was not orna- 
mental and flowery, 

In those days, when the 
season was dull, they used 
to till up with surprising 
cases of longevity and enor- 
mous gooseberries ; but 
that won't do for the Cv) 
culator, which, if it isn't 
sensational, is nothing, 
and so I was taken on at a 
fixed salary to hunt up 
blood-curdlers, 

The other day, the Gov’ 
nor (we call the Circulator- 
in-Chief Gov'nor for short 
ness) said tome, ‘ Phibbs, 
my boy, you're not earning 
your money.” 

I had been that week 
down a coal-pit and up in 
a balloon, and slept in a 
threepenny lodging house, 
and bad a tooth drawn for 
twopence (a sound tooth, just for the sake of being able to properly 
describe the sensation,) by a black female doctor in Whitechapel. | had 
pone throngs all this, I say, and when the (iov’nor spoke lhe that | 
felt hurt. 

“My dear Phibbs,” the (iuv'nor went on, ‘‘have you seen the Morning 
Tark! They've got another revelation. How's that?) Why haven't 
we! What do we keep you for /” 

I felt more hurt. ‘It's alla fake,” J said. ‘I know who has done 
it,” said 1; “that’s Spinnage, and T can beat him hollow any day. 
This next week I've something on that will regular stun you, I'm going 
mad, and I've got the two doctors’ certiticates all right, and I'm gomg 
to be locked up ina eriate asylum and tickled on the soles of the teet 
like the old man in ‘ Valentine Vox.’” 

‘€Phibbs, old boy,” said the Gov'nor, ‘don’t, your mental calibre isn’t 
equal to it. Besides, what we want isn’t in that way. You must inter 
view Mrs. Booth and see what can be doue. But, mind, this must be a 
horritier.” 

I went away, and set about hunting up Mrs, Booth. Strange to say, 
1 couldn't tind her. 

But T came across a man who had a pal who knew a cove who was in 
the habit of meeting a bloke who hung out over the way, opposite a 
rum kiddy, who could give the General three chalks, and knock hin 
into a cocked hat, and who would show me something any gentleman 
might be proud to see. He meant a woman-and-cat tight. | felt prond 
though a little poorly. 

I sought out this roundabout party with some little trouble, and made 
it all right with him. He 
was awfully confidential, 
and whispered everything 
he had to communicate in 
my ear. 

We had a long evening 
together, and he seemed 
quite to take to me, and 
hung over me fondly. 

Next night the thing 
was to come off, and the 
Rum Kiddy told me that 1 
was to meet him at the 
corner of Leicester Square, 
just in front of Stagg and 

antle’s, at ten o'clock pre- 
cisely: and I was to be 
plainly dressed, so as to 
avoid attracting attention. 

I was there tothe moment, 
and half an hour afterwards 
the Rum Kiddy came up, 
and we went dissembling 
through St Martin’s Court 
and on to Covent Garden 
Herethe Rum Kiddypause:|, 
and beckoned tome. ‘‘ We 
must take a four-wheeler now,” he said, “and the windows must be 
closed, and you must promise me you will keep your eyes shut all the 
journey. Without that I chuck up the whole affair.” 

He whispered something to the cabman, and then asked me for half- 
a-crown. After this the windows were shut, and I closed my eyes. 1 
suffered a good deal during that journey, and chewed a lot of tobacco. 

At last the cab stopped -uddenly, and the cabmen said the hour was 
up. We then alighted, I having promised on the honour of a gentle 
man to allow myself to be led, with my eyes still closed, for twenty 
yards, That distance accomplished, | found myself stumbling against 
the step of a house, ‘It's all right now,” said my friend, and a 
moment afterwards we were in a passage, and the outer door was heing 
locked and bolted behind us. I felt very poorly indeed, # «4 

When I recovered myself, the Rum Kiddy was pouring ginger-beer 
over my back parting to bring me to. [ thanked him, rung out my 
coat-tails, and said 1 was prepared for anything. The Rum hiddy 
said, ‘‘Come on, then.” : 

We now entered a parlour, which was singularly neat and clean. In 
the chimney-corner sat an elderly lady knitting, whilst on the hearth 
rug reposed a cat, a 

I noticed these details ata glance, and then the Rum Kiddy sug- 
gested I should send ont for a bottle of gin. The old lady partook of 
the gm in solemn silence, and the Rum Kiddy spoke not a word. 
Thinking that I had better he silent also, I was so. The deathlike 
stillness, therefore, was broken alone by (he purring of the cat. We 
passed an hour thus. 

At the end of this time [| began to observe that the old lady had 
dropped off tosleep Tlooked round 
inquiringly towards the ROK. He 
also slumbered. | looked towards 
the cat. /t was gone. 

Forty minutes later | began totind 
the entertainment somewhat irk- 
some, and woke up the Rum Kiddy 
to make inquiries. ‘* Cat-fight !” 
said he, what cat-tight 7" The 
one We came to see,” | said. ‘Oh,” 
said he, ‘‘ that’s off. There ain't to 
be none to-night.” 

I told him he might have spoken 
sooner, and that I looked upon the 
whole thing as a swindle. Upon 
this he laid hold of me by the nape 
of the neck with his right hand, 
and openiug the street door with his 
left—— * - . 

When I recovered my senses | 
was lying flat on my back, directly 
in front of Bow Street police 
station, and a few of the constables 
were just beginning to pick me ip 
and run me in. 

| have not as yet, with the assistance of the police, discovered the 
whereabouts of the den of infamy to which | was condu ted, or been 
able to ascertain what has become of either the old lady or the cat, and 
there are not wanting some malicions persons who even seek to throw. 
doubt pon the existence of the Rum Kiddy bim-elf. 


He whispered in ty Ear, 


Hie was ponring Ginger- Beer over Me 


In the Corner sat an Old Lady, 
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A NICE LIT'LE GAME. A HAPPY MEDIUM. 


y 
Polly. Hush, Ma; we are playing at chureh, Willie and me are you and Pa, THE TUwN CRIER AT MARGATE. noe 2 ss er 
| and Baby ix preaching; and Willie's gone to sleep really, aud snores Deantifully, “Found! @ pocky-handkercher—a very dirty one - Dealer, Ah! there's good transparency there. What do you mix Lary Senode - welt 
with the initials ALS darned in the centre,” Artist Brains! { i 


just like Pa. [Pa eonletety knocked ever. 


oe 


Tky Mo introduces A, Storer to his 

. newly-opened hot swimming bath at 

| Qa’ CDc ow, then, in you go, while 
(The Eminent dorsn't see it. 


S ) 7 ‘ 


\N 
yson) with a bad coli. 
pees 


Tvivy. Lsay, Auntie, the man says the salt water makes your legs strong. Is that true? Auntie, Good gracious me! how should IT know? 
[Yet she had heen down to Hastings every season for the last twenty years. 
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A poet at Scarborough (not. Lord Tenn: 


‘ y “ 
‘|THE CLOTHLAT BRIGHTON —‘e Clerical Masher=.f 
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ae 
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Y SUPPO 


DID YOU ACTUALL p 


{ / ; i ” | = 
. ts T H E R E A Ss Oo N Ww H Y. | Tootsic’s idea for a costume for the hot weather. All | Oh, dear, no!—not at all! How could you? Why, they belong to Consin Tom, 
ih Gratvica, leted me your spees. ° “What fors” “Vor halla minute! natural tlowers. Would be very cheap, too! who is propelling the swing from behind ! 
i 
\ 
\ 
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THE BOBBY’S BEARD.--A DRAMA IN FOUR ACTS. 

| = 
| 
| 


YARMOUTH BLOATERS. 
The dutifal Husband who brings down the leg of lamb from town, and 
Aci IV.—Adoration. takes nothing whatever to drink on board the Yarmouth Boat. 


Act I.—Anxiety. 
Toe 19°74 


THE RAMSGATE PHOTO’ FIEND. 


A WET DAY ON THE MOORS. 
Dt eT. ool shan't play with you any more.” 


1, Mrs. Biffin has sent him down for 2, At last, however, he meets a kind 2. Carried on by the de gee of 4. “This beautiful picture, sar! 
a blow at Ramsgate, but poor old Biff gentleman who politely invites him in- the kind gentleman, old B. assumes One shilling, sar!” Mr. B. illustrates 
doesn t know what to do now he is there. side his establishment. attitudes foreign to his nature. the fact that he hasn't got a shilling. 


QjAlways has Bank Holiday at Southend with the Family, 
Wonderful h 


OFF YARMOUTH. 


“ Good gracious. man ! : es 

“My dear lady, [assure yon if your glasses suit my sight, *, After a little of this sort of kind- i, Old Biff hurriedly retires 7. Havinga natural horror of blows, he offers (with a 8. He departs quickly hence, a 
and you will kindly leud them to me to enable me to find my ness— behind a screen. heart-pang) his best church-goer tu appease the tiend, sadder and a wiser man. 
way back to my bathing machine, I—I shall be truly grateful.” 2 P.S.—He'll be a sorer one, too, when Mrs. B. gets to know it, 
ee 


f 
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} 


AN 


UHI 
wal EEA 


—— 


THE STATE OF 


MERRY MARGIT. Happy father ofa family at Victoria Station, IRELAND. 
Excite: f Smi hi id taking his family to the seaside. ‘Tis he whose Murphy (in the Law, to his two new Clerl:s). Au’ now, 'bhoys, listen to me: I'll have no 
xcitement of Smith, who went to Margate because Brown, Jones, and Rubinson saic duty it is to pay the fares and look after the foightin’ in me office. ‘Ifa Clerk of mine was to kill another Clerk, bedad, I'd just sack the 


they never went there, and here they all are in the first Visitors List he takes np. | boxes. | And pay the bills too, pair of them. 


ee - 


ALLY-CAMPANE. 


of the death of the Madi appears to he yenerally accepted 

Even prophets die some time or other. We are told that 
. ‘he leaves two sons and several daughters.” 
Daughters don't conut over there, and of 
the numerical strength of the poor gentle- 
man's yood ladies no mention is made. 
Possibly there was only one, ‘An Arabian 
wife,” says Henry Mayhew, ‘is indeed 
more supreme in the household than in 
Inost countries, and is even more happy, 
becaise she ean insist on a divorce af il- 
used."" He also yoes on to ay that some 
men take two wives, and some even three ; 
Int these instances are so few, that, though 
the sexes are numerically equal, almost 
every man may lave a wite. A maiden 
past the marriageable age ix ashamed of 
leing single, and a widow without children 
i muserable until he tind. a new partner, 

* 


Ti 
asthe troth, 


THe sale of had tish isa grievous crime 
itany season, With the thermometer at 
SO in the shade, however, and the cholera 

: raging within a few hours of our shores, it 
isan atrocity, und the sentence of two months’ hard labour imposed 
for its commission by the magistrate at West Ham Intely was not too 


severe, , ad 
. 


Some persons may have taken notice of various marks—in the country 
written generally in chalk—on the pavements, walls, boardings, or 
houses at entrances to vertain towns, but it may not be generally known 
that these are frequently the special marks of “tramps,” by which 
tramps indicate to their brotherhood the peculiar character of the town 
they are about to visit, so that each may have some idea of his prospect 
of Success, Some of these marks and their indications we have learnt 
as follows:—A simple cross means ‘no good ;" a triangle, “ spoilt by 
too many tramys;" an oblong, “take care of the dog ; an oval, 
‘dangerous person ;" a diamond, ‘safe for a potatoe: and a cross 
inside a cirele, “religions, all right.” 


* . 

In the Divorce Court, the other day, a gentleman, force into a mesal- 
liance, he concealed it from his relatives, and afterwards neglected his 
wife, A not unexpected, and perhaps not unwelcome, result tollowed— 
his wife ran away. He then applied for a divorce, but Sir James Hannen 
refused it, saying that by ‘systematically concealing the fact of his 
marriage from his relatives, and exposing his wife to such temptations 
as would naturally befall a young married woman living apart from her 
husband with an insutlicientallowance, he had conduced to her intidelity.” 

- 


* 

NowabDays the post of Poet Laureate must be a pretty easy one, 
Such, however, does not appear to have heen the case with Southey, 
who, his son says, ‘* Was 
constantly on the stretch to 
make his income meet his 
daily expenses "The Poets 
Laureate used to receive an 
annual tierce of canary from 
the Board of Green (loth. 
Cibber was the last who took 
the tierce, and since his time 
there has been paid to the 
poets laureate an annual 
allowance of £27 in lieu of 
wine. The duties of the 
Lord Steward of the Board 
were curious enough, as for 
instance :— 

‘*BowrD or Green Clovis, 
12th June, Wd, 

“Orders were this day given 
that the Maides of Honour 
should have cherry tarts instead 
of gooseberry tarts, it) being 
observed that cherrys are at 
three penee per pound,” 


. 

It is horrible to think of the length of time the chosen candidates for 
slavery at the needle—be it mantle-making, or fur-lining, or button- 
holing, or shirtmaking—are kept waiting Lefore the moment comes to 
hevin their little bread-earning, which is miserably slow and scanty at 
the best. To sce a row of women waiting anxiously for hours thus, 
and all for nothing, until the time shall come that they begin to earn at 
the rate of threepence an hour, is not an experience a boaster of civili- 
sation would care to include in his book, ‘To sce them arise weary after 
a long day's work, having earned about one shilling, aud when they get 
home tind how their absence-—much of it needlessly wasted—is but too 
apparent in the chaos that often prevails there. 


* 

A HORSE was seen galloping wildly along the road near Paris, the 
vehicle to which the animal was attached being enveloped in flames. 
Several persons having succeeded in catching the horse, a dreadfal sight 
presented itself. In the bottom of the burning vehicle the body of the 
driver was found reduced to an almost indistinguishable heap of cinders, 
It ix supposed that the man, having lit his pipe, fell asleep, and that 
the burning ashes set tire to the old woodwork. 


. 

THERE. always seems to be a muddle of some sort at the Admiralty. 
The little cherub who sits perched up aloft to look after the interests of 
poor Jack and keep 

the accounts goes to 
sleep. or gives the 
ottice toanothercherub 
who goes to sleep for 
him. Yet the British 
tar gets along some- 
how and seems ever 
jolly. By the way, 
they have a varied and 
attractive programme 
just nowatthe Empire, 
of which a part is the 
Waterman, Mr. Her- 
hert Reeves playing 


Joos tum Tov TUM 
Woo.’ Lice LICOLE LUY- 


Tom Tug. Mr. Frank 
Musgrave also con- 
ducts an excellent 


orchestra. 
* 


e 

A YOUNG gentleman 
of ten was ordered to 
receive ten strokes of 
the birch-rod the other 
day for an extraordi- 
nary freak. Seeing a 
train approaching, av 
Chester, he ran off an 
embankment to stop 


ae a 2 it. He stood directly 
FAME in the centre of the 


track, wildly moving 
his arms, and taking 
absolutely no notice of 
the whistle. When 
close upon him the 
driver applied the 
brake and brought his 
epgine to a standstill 
when only eight yards off, This young centleman then took a snook 
and ran away langhing in response to a lump of coal which the outraved 
driver chneked at his ehumn, 
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THE United States District Court at New York has granted a tem- 
porary injunction against the ylaying of The Mikado at the Union 
Square Theatre. 
In the face of this 
decision Rosen- 
feld, who had in 
the meantime sub- 
let the Union 
rp Theatre, 
allowed the perfor- 
mance to proceed, 
The whole affair 
rests, therefore, in 
a very interesting 
position, Mr Gil- 
vert is not a per- 
son to be trifled 
with, and if he 
means fighting he 
will fight, so we 
may look out for 
legal larks. 


2 

Tue wedding of 
the Prince«s Bea- 
trice has cost half 
as much again as 
the Duke of Al- 
hany’s, and the 
expenses of the 
whole atlair (which 
are paid by the 
Queen) will be pro- 
digious. Of course 
it would have been 
very much better 
and cheaper if the Princess bad been married in St.George’s Chapel, 
with all the customary surroundings ; and such an arrangement would 
have been infinitely more acceptable to the Royal family and Atty, 
more convenient to the guests, and, in all respects, more suitable, 

** 
* 


THE second wife of Pel, the poisoner, is living at Nottingham with 
her sister, who keeps a tobacco shop in that town, Replying to some 
incorrect. statements made bya Parisian paper, Madame Pel writes 
asking that her family may be Jeft in peace, as it has nothing to do 
with her husban«l’s affairs. tumours are still current that Elise 
Bochmer, Pel’s servant, whom he was believed to have cremated, is 
alive. res 

e 


HERE are tidings of joy for the youth of the Metropolis, The 
Promenade Concerts at Covent Garden hegin again this Saturday. 
The Inventories necessitate a long walk 
or a railway fare, and Covent Garden is 
handier for the festively inclined impe- 
cunious. Wakeup, boys! Put two shill- 
ings in your purse—one for admission, 
and the other for exes., and a roaring 
time’s hefore you. 


Two French adventurers have 
heen living extravagantly, keeping 
horses and carriages, and ordering 
costly entertainments. They had no 
legitimate source of income, but they 
have obtained within a short period 
upwards of 200,000 fr. by fraud from 
hanking houses. Their mode of pro. 
cedure was ingenious. They began 
by making small «deposits, which 
enabled them to come frequently 
to the oftice of the bank, and to 
loiter about while business was being 
‘lone, They seem to have thus ol- 
tained the names and addresses of 
several depositors, and even the nun- 
hers of their cheques and the amounts 
of their deposits. They then con- 
trived to get into correspondence 
with these customers, and to obtain 
letters from them. By a chemical 
aera they eflaced the text of each 
etter, leaving the heading and signa- 
ture, and converted the document into 
an application for a book of blank 
cheques, Some days later a cheqne was detached, filled up with a 
forged signature, seut by a porter to the bank, and cashed, 


It wax stated a few days ago that a teetotal tailor in Woolwich had 
declined to make clothes for a neighbouring publican. His reason for 
refusing the orler for the suit was that his customer dealt in alcoholic 
drinks ; and in perfect frankness he wrote to him to regret that “after 
very careful an He kt thought” he found himself compelled to 
decline the offered work. No doubt Snippy individually is worthy of 
all respect ; as a class he is potential for much disorganisation. Engine- 
drivers might refuse to take a train on that had an atheist, or a 
drunkard, or an aristocrat among the passengers. Their consciences 
might object to their helping them on their way. Imagine cabmen 
inquiring the religious or political tendencies of every fare that offered, 
evangelical butchers refusing to serve High-Church customers, a 
Conservative dairy declining to send milk to Radical households, 
and everyone else insisting on realy money when A. SLOPER orders 
home goods. Pa 

* 

THE sea-side season is now at its height. Girls, make the best of 
your opportunities, but bear in mind that it is not only hest to be off 
with the old love be- 
fore you are on with 
the new, but to make 
quite sure you have 
got a tight hold on the 
new one before up- 
setting the old cup 0’ 
tea. Constancy in a 
man is worthy of re- 
cognition—nay, I will 
even go as far as to 
say, encouragement : 
and I who speak 
(N.B.—Mrs. Sloper) 
ought to know. He's 
been away a week, 
dears, this time. Busi- 
ness, of course ! 


* 

A SCULPTOR, who 
was for many years 
confined as a lunatic 
in Charenton, there 
made the acquaint- 
ance of a lady, the 
wife of a brother 
lunatic, who fre- 
quently came to visit 
him. When discharged he was cured, and this lady’s husband heing 
dead, he married her. From this curious history lunacy would appear 
to be catching. His wife, with whom he long lived happily, lately 
went out of her mind, and is now an inmate of a lunatic asylun., 
This event preyed upon him, and brought hack the old infirmity, and 
he has just committed suicide by flinging himself out of « window into 
the street, 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTS. 


A CALENDAR vor THE WEEK ENDING AUGUST Lith. 


Oth ugust 1842.—John Orr M‘Gill, Jane Clayton, and two 
others Z- this day tried at Liverpool for the abduction of Ann Crellin, 
a young woman of considerable property. She was decoyed from 
Liverpool, and taken ina state of helpless intoxication to Gretna Green, 
where some marriage ceremony was performed, seemingly while she was 
still unconscious, between her and M‘Gill. M/‘Gill was sentenced to 
eighteen months’ imprisonment ; and the others, for aiding and abetting, to 
twelve months. The house where the marriages took place at Gretna 
Green was originally a mansion within a small park, but had been con- 
verted into an inn. A large and lofty apartment was fitted up as a 
kind of chapel, in which the inn-keeper performed the simple cere- 
mony, entered the names in a register, and gave the parties a formal 
certificate. 


10th August, 1699.—One of the carliest anecdotes of Newgat. 
is to be found in a letter to the Duke of Shrewsbury, bearing this date, 
‘All the talk of the town,” says the writer, ‘‘ is about a tragical piece 
of gallantry at Newgate. 1 don't doubt but what your Grace has heard 
of a bastard son of Sir George Norton, who was under sentence of death 
for killing a danciog-master in the streets. The Lords Justices 
reprieved him for a time. It being signified to the young man, on 
Tuesday last in the afternoon, that he was to die tbe next day, his aunt, 
who was sister to his mother, brought two doses of opium, and they 
took it between them. The ordinary came soon after to perform jis 
functions ; hut before he had done, he found so great alterations in both 
persons that it was no hard matter to tind out the cause of it. The 
aunt frankly declared she could not survive her nephew ; and he declare: 
that the law having put a period to his life, he thought it no offence to 
choose the way he would go out of the world. The keeper sent for his 
apothecary to apply remedies, who brought two vomits, The young 
man refused to take it, till they threatenel to force it down by instru- 
ments. He told them, since he hoped the business was done, he would 
make himself and them easy, and swallowed the potion; and his aunt 
did the like. The remedy worked upon her and set hera-vomiting, but 
had no effect on Mr. Norton, so that he dozed away gradually, and by 
eight that evening was grown senseless, though he did not expire till 
nine next morning. He was fully resolved upon business, for he had 
likewise a charged pistol hidin the room. They say the aunt is likely 
to recover.” 


llth August, 1807.—‘‘ Last week,” says Lord Byron, in a letter 
of this date, ‘I swam in the Thames from Lambeth through the two 
bridges, Westminster and Blackfriars, a distance, including the different 
turns and tacks made on the way, of three miles.” Lord Northampton, 
in the reign of Charles I., was taken ill of the colic, of which he died 
while washing himself in the Thames after he had waited on the King 
at supper, and had supped himself. Blood concealed himself among 
the reeds at Battersea in order to shoot King Charles II. while bathing 
in the Thames over against Chelsea, One of the darling recreations of 
Sir Dudley North was swimming in the Thames. The polite Earl of 
Chesterfield directed a letter to Lord Pembroke (the collector), who was 
always swimming, ‘‘To the Karl of Pembroke, in the Thames, over 
against Whitehall.” 

llth August, 1772.—A charged cloud at Java this day destroyed 
2,000 persons. 

1lth August, 1766.—Ann Sowerby was this day burnt at York for 
poisoning her husband ; this was one of the last relics of this mode ot 
capital punishment. Among tbe ancient Jews, stoning, burning, and 
crucitixion were the chief capital punishments. Walliam the Conqueror 
abolished the system, and substituted mutilation. Henry [. revived 
the capital penalty, and in 1241, hanging, drawing and quartering were 
first intlicted on a pirate named William Marsh. 


12th August, 1712.—0On this day the first stamp on English 
newspapers was used. UU} to this year newspapers were entirely frve 
from Stamp Duty. A Bill had been brought into Parliament in 1701 
imposing a penny stamp, but it did not pass into law. In this year a 
halfpenny stamp was imposed upon every half sheet, and a penny for 2 
whole sheet. This impost was fatal to many newspapers, and their 
nay 5 a was humorously described by Addison as the ‘‘ fall of 
the leaf.” 


Barracks, Chatham. Tooth and Moore died instantly, but Bradford, 
being lighter, straggled for nearly ten minutes. Christopher Edwards 
was also this day executed at Stafford for the murder of his wife at 
Willenhall. 
13th August, 1808.—The French this night raised the siege of Sara- 
gossa, in Spain. It had been most nobly defended since July 2nd, by 
General Palafox and the Countess de Burita, who raised a company of 
ladies that exposed theniselves to the greatest personal dangers and 
fatigues. During this siege, ‘‘The Maid of Saragossa,” Augustina 
Zaragossa, mounted a battery in the place of her lover who had been 
shot. Lord Byron says, when he was at Seville, ‘‘the maid” used to 
walk daily on the prado, decorated with medals and orders, by com- 
mand of the Junta. 
“Her lover sinks—she sheds no ill-timed tear ; 
Her chief is slain—she fills his fatal post ; 
Her fellows tlee—she checks their base career ; 
The foe retires—she heads the sallying host. 
oe ew oe wee «othe flying Gaul, 
Foiled by a woman's hand before a battered wall.” 


14th August, 1867.—The first public appearance, in the pages 
of Judy, of the one and only Al.Ly SLOPER, took place on this day. For 
eighteen years has this eminent individual urged on his wild career, 
and at the present moment he is livelier than ever. By the side of 
such longevity as this, all our heroes of nction are nowhere ! 

14th Angust, 1761.—An action was this day fought between the 
British ships Bell-na and Jrilliant and one French ship and three 
frigates, The Frenchmen were captured with the loss of 240 killed and 
110 wounded. The British loss was 6 killed and 28 wounded. 

14th August, 1874.—A young man named Hubert committed suicide 
this day by throwing himself from the Tower of Notre Dame, Paris. 


16th August, 1'738.—Joe Miller, who died this day, was buried 
in St. Clement's Burial-ground, Portugal Street, Clare Market, London, 
with the following epitaph over him by Stephen Duck; 
Here Lye the Remains of 
Honest Jo, MILLER, 
who was 
a tender Husband, 
a sincere Friend, 
a facetious Companion, 
‘ and an excellent comedian. 
He departed this life the 15th day of August, 1788, aged 4 years. 


Tf hum'rous wit, and honesty could save 
The humorous, witty, honest, from the grave, 
The grave had not so soon this tenant found ; 
Whom honesty, and wit, and humour crowned. 
ould but esteem and love preserve our breath, 
And guard us longer from this stroke of death, 
The stroke of death on him had later fell— 
Whom all mankind esteemed and Joved so well. 
8. Duck. 
From respect to social worth, 
mirthfnl qualities, avd histrionic excellence, 
commemorated by poetic talent, humble life, 
the above inscription, which Time 
has nearly obliterated, has been restored 
and transferred to this stone by order 0! 
Mr, Jarvis Buck, Churchwarden, 
VD. ISTH, 


Saturday, August 8, 1885.) 


THE ANCIENT MARINER; or, The Deceived Husband. 


The tempter. 


The temptation. 


The tempted one 
at first refuseth. 


He speaketh of 
his dame, 


Ayainthe tempter 
tempteth, 


And his children. 
The father 


yieldeth, albcit 
tearing. 


Troublous time: 


tls child 
inocketh him, 


He heareth a 
Voice. 

He sveketh to 
turn the tempter, 
Hut in vain 


Again his clildren 


—_—~— 
It was an ancient mariner 
Who a party stopp’ of three 
(A father and his children twain): 
* Wilt sail to-day ¢” quoth he. 
“My yacht she lyeth off the shore, 
A shilling each you'll pay.” 
The father slowly shook bis head 
“1 thank you—not to-day. 


The Father Gave Consent, 


‘1 see your yacht upon the shore, 
Dancing right merrily ; 

But then my wife, ere we came out, 
Said, ‘ Mind, be home to tea.’ 

“*My dame she hath an angry tongue, 
And if that we should not 

Ke back at five, I fear that we 
Should catch it rather hot. 

Besides, when out upon the waves, 
The mal de mer I fear.” 

‘Lord bless you,” «juoth the mariner, 
** We ain’t caught one this year! 

And you'll be back by half-past four, 
In lots of time for tea.” 

“You promised, pa, we'd have a sil,” 
Said the children plaintively. 

A peal'd to thus, in sore perplex, 

he father gave vonsent ; 

And, oh ! he thought how sick he'd be, 

As to the boat he went. 


And now they're launch'd upon the deep, 


The yacht, like any witch, 
Skimm’d o'er the foam at first, and then 
She up and down did pitch. 
She pitched up, she pitched down, 
All comfort ‘gan to leave 
That father, and though afternoon, 
For him ‘twas time of heave ! 


Ain't Pa Jolly Qneer? 


With cheery voive the mariner 
Kept pointing out the view : 

The father heeded not his words,— 
For Ocean claim’d his due. 

We heard his children Payne round, 
Devoid of qualnis and fear ; 

He heard his boy, in mocking tones, 
Say, ‘Ain't pa jolly queer!” 

And worst of all, the while he paid 
His tribute to the sea. , 

A voice kept ringing in his ear 
‘© You won't be home to tea!" 

“Turn, mariner, I pray you turn!” 
He cried, in accents weak ; 

The sailor beard, but only turn'd 
The quid within his cheek. 

His cruel offspring then began 
To laugh at their papa : 


mock the wretched Quoth they, “It’s tive and after— won't 


mun, 
He tricth bribery. 


Successfully. 


Regrets. 


The return, 


Retribution, 


You catch it, pa, from ma!” 
‘Turn, mariner, I pray you turn! 
Our course, let homeward he : 
Your guerdon shall be donbled if 
We are in time for tea!” 

The mariner he smiled a smile— 
Nay, more, he grinn’d a grin— 

He said (he was a vulgar man), 
‘* Fork over, then, the tin!” 

The wretched father heaved a sigh, 
The cash he handed o'er : 

Again he turn'd him o’er the side,— 
The boatman turn'd to shore. 


It was the Wift Awaiting Him. 


They reach the land, the clocks struck six 


What visioh does he see ? 
It was the wife awaiting him, 
Who came too late for tea ! 


What happen’d when they reach’d their home 


No one was there to see ; 
Certain it is that from that hour 
Ile ne’er was late for tea ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 


THE EDITOR'S LETTER-BOX. 


eo In consequenve of the cnormods number of letters receterd, we are 
unable to publish hose selected as soon us we could desin, 
st. Acxes’ Cin, Barston, August Ist, 185. 

Dear ALLY,—In your issue of July ith, replying te “ROR. C, 
vou say you oply give your Award of Merit,” for **something out of 
the common.” By this post I send you something which is out of the 
Common. [ send a stove, a piece of atree, anda thistle. These are 
all out of the Common—Horfieldl Common. The position of the place 
is lat. 51° 29° N., and long. 2°35’ W. This Common is not a common 
Common, and is generally looked upon asa Common out of the common. 
This being so, 1 trust the Award will com on by an early post. Let us 
see what we can learn trom the articles which T enclose. 

The stone is not a rolling stone, and therefore gathers no moss; it 
may get you ani-mos-ity if used injudiciously. You might throw it at 
the writer of ** Ais for Ally; he’s an old Ass.” This, 1 think must 
have been written by an altogether addle-pated and acetous agent, and 
appearsanchominably absurd aud about os arrommnt and ubusier an 
attack as any already attempted ayerinst Ally. 

The stick, like vou, is /ry; like Alexander, ‘a chip.” It tells me 
you wood not «lo else than sfi:/ te your promise, and send the Award 
without @ ward of contention. It is dusty, and therefore unlike vour 
paper, which is far from “dusty.” Sav thou eos? not refuse the Award. 

The thistle, like vour jokes, is potn/er/, and like some of the miserable 
few that cannot see the point, ‘fgreen."” ‘To ine it is always a relief to 
get hold of only a leaf of your Paper, that is, if Pcannot get the whole 
of the four sheets, This'l/ be enough, I hope, to get the Award. 

Trusting Miss Sloper is well, and that vou, with your well-known 
ability, will soon have a seat in the Commons (I mean the House, not 
Hortield Common), I sign myself, as | do in common, 

Yours very faithfully, FW. WATKINS. 


A. Shover, Esq. 


1, Hotcrort Roap, 8S. Hackxey, Lonpos, slug. 1, 1885. 
To ALLY SLorrr, Ksy. 

Str,—I found the enclosed advt. in the Daily News, and think you 
are the most likely person to know something about the matter. It is 
only my anxiety for the safety of your umbrella that has induced me to 
send the enclosed, for which [ think you might award me the F.O.8. 

Yours, Xv., Rh. TURNER. 

P.S.—Love tu Tootsie. 

T the l'erson who by mistak) TOUK AWAY a new SILK 6 MERELLA 
Srom No. », Craven Hill, on TUESDAY AFTERNOON, the 14th ult.. 
will RETURN it, the cotton one left in its place will be rm stured. 


-lugust Vst, 1885. 
Honourep ALLY,—Being unsuccesstul in my attempt to gain your 
“ Award of Merit” by my acrostic on your name, | try again te touch 
your flinty heart by the following stanzas. Send on the “ Award of 
Merit” by return, and oblige Yours, &c., 
ADOLPHUS NATHANIEL, 
Ist.—THE BOY ALEXANDER, 
A is tor Alec, the Sloperian heir ; 
L. is the Lollipop shop (he knows where) ; 
is his Eagerness, when there he hies ; 
N is the \cellent tatly he buys ; 
A is the Aching his grinders soon start ; 
N is the Nice way he goes for jam tart ; 
D is the Dumpling that goes the same road ; 
E is his Errors (he's got « whole load) ; 
R is his Roaring—vou bet he can roar 
When the Eminent nabs him and wallops him sore. 
2yp.—SLOPER’S KELATIONS. 
ALLY is a festive cuss, 
Lots of good he does for us ; 
And for his “ Hatr-Honivay ” 
Cheerfully ld. we pay. 
ALLY Storer, Grand Old Man, 
Has a daughter, she's “real jam ;"" 
Lord Bob, poor deluded noodle, 
Follows her like a pet poodle. 
Iky Moses, he’s a Jew 
{ know what that means, don't you ‘ 
McCooreley, he’s an awful toper, 
Much the same as ALLY SLOPER ; 
And in a match to drink most gin, 
The Eminent I back to win. 
Mectivoseley, though, van take his share— 
They are a jolly tippling pair. 
Nook Snook he is quite a “nob,” 
Ayes the fashions like Lord Bob, 
‘Jockey Club” is his ‘‘ aroma ”- 
Stover, gim’me that diploma. 
Kespertfully submitted by ADOLPHUS NATHANIEL, F.O.5. 
(7 can safely assune this distinction after my rvertions : but Lwont 
thet Award of Merit. Compreanc., cher ALLY! 


mw .O.8. 


ss 
The Eminent has this duy conferred his 


Upon the following Ladies and Gentlemen, the Qualification being stated 
beneath each name. 
Henry LAvoucHsre, 
Bevause he. ** Truth” its lf, 
AM) ROsELLE, 
Rerause she plays Alma Bloke in 
“The Silver shield.” 
HARRY SMART, 
Hiecause he's one of the Old 
Witson Barrett, Firm. 
Because of his Stage Production. . HEyny Sapson, 
Because he created ‘' The Referee.” 
Vesta TILLEY, 
Becunse she's a busy idol. 


' CHARLES Woop, 
Because he rons .trcher close. 


SERGEANT BuLMER, Zn:! Lincoln, 
Bevause he won the * Queen's Prive.” 


SYDNEY BaNcrorr, 
Becanse he's served the public well, 


Mrs. Bancrort, 
Because she's earned her rest. 


Herbert CAMPBELL, 
Because Avs.y cdmires him, 


ARTHUR D.\cRrB, 
Becanse he » lays Tom Potler in 
“The Silorr Shield.” 
JENN) HILL, Epuunpb Yates. ; 
Ber wuse of her spurkliny vitality. Because he uo ** World "-ly man. 
‘“THE SLoventex,” 1!) Shoe Lane, a 
Angust Sth, 188), Fleet Street, London, E.C. 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS. 


Mucn Adieu anout Noruixc.—Some of our farewell dinners. 

For MEN or MgrrLg.—An iron will, a silvery voice, plenty of brass, 
and a little tin, are sure to meet with yolden options. ; 

Is there any connection between a coflee-mi/l und a teasight? 

A “ Drawinc” Room.—The apartment of a dentist. 

Ir a man loses his breath, he shouldn't run for it; he will catch it 
quicker by standing still : ; 

Why is a grain of sand in the eye like a schoolmaster’s cane !— 
Because it hurts the pupil. 

A FIRESIDE OnNAMENT.—A pretty wife. 

SoME poor, but pretty, girls attract lovers by the face ; some plain 
rich ones by the figure. 

Every young doctor must yet on if he only has patients. 

Ir turned out that a recent bankrupt's only assets were thirteen big 
and little children ; his creditors let him keep them. 

THE nation which produces most martiiges must be fasci-nation. 

BIRD-FANCYING EXTRAORDINARY.—A case is reported of the pro- 
prietor of a large aviary who has lately gone raven mad. 

THE art of book-keepiny—Don’t lend them. 

THERB’S a blind carpenter in the West Riding of Yorkshire who, 
though he can’t see a peg, can sw a log. 


journey it was night. Leurlet myself in a cushioned corner of the 


FOUR FLIRTS. 
THEIR CARDs, AND How THey PLayep ‘THe. 
(Commenced in No. 54) 
—— 
CHAPTER IV. 6 Continued ). 
I) was winter-time, and ere we had a complished a quarter of our 


carriage and maintained an obstinate silence, pleading a headache—a 
woman's refuge as my excuse ; and so, by the tliekering lamplight, we 
tore on across the blick Ileak country, theshing through stations and 
darting past villaces, till we streamed inte a larce, bright, bustling 
station, the last halting-place upon our journey, some two lours distant 
from Lonlon. 


Avery pietire of sturdy stelidity.” 


Tlooked out upon the platform with its hurrying porters and all- 
important guards bustling to and fro in the flare of the gaslights; I 
noted the bewildered passengers darting up and down in nervous un- 
certainty ; and then my glance fell upon a man standing near our 
carriage, his back towards me, who was a very picture of sturdy stolidity, 
. little did he seem to be affected by the noise and confusion around 

im. 

It was a big broad back, covered by a thick overcoat—the back of a 
man not pecially tall, but of that substantial build which gives the idea 
of strength. Round his neck he wore a scarf twisted in many folds, 
upon his head a travelling-cay pulled low about his ears. 

His face [ could not distinguish, but, as he slightly changed his 
position, I noticed he wore a large beard. Foraminute I idly speculated 
respecting him, and when the bell clanged its summons to tardy travellers, 
I looked with some curiosity to see whether he would take his seat for 
London. 
=~ He did not. He remained as immovable as when | first noticed 

im. 

The signal was given, the whistle screeched, and we started on our 
ninety-mile run to London ; but it was not till the train was in motion 
that the man who had excited my epee turned suddenly round and 
leapt upon the step of the carriage in which we were travelling, and, 
with a key he took trom his pocket, opened the door, entered, and 
coolly seated himself on the seat opposite to me. 

“This compartment is engaged—you have no business here!” cried 
Reginald angrily, rising from his seat. 

* Perhaps not,” answered the stranger with a strong American twang, 
©but Treckon you won't put me out.” 

We were clear of the station, and travelling with momentarily acce- 
lerated speed, and it was quite clear that we must submit to his company 
for the remainder of the journey. 

Looking in my husband's face, | was surprised to see an extraordinary 
change in its expression ; his cheeks—more, his very lijs—were white, 
and his hands trembled nervously. 

Was it only anger at the unwarrantable intrusion that affected him in 
this manner, or was there some other reason of which I knew 
nothing ! 

For ten minutes we travelled in complete silence, and then the 
intruder laughed, and his laugh was not pleasant to hear. 

“Haven't you a word of greeting for an old mate, Bol) Muodie!” he 
asked sneeringly. 

“Do not listen to him, darling,” whispered my husbandt hurriedly in 
my ear; ‘he has been drinking.” 

“Vm sorry to make myself onpleasant leastways to a lady,” said 
the stranger, bending forward and addressing me: “but Bob and me 
have got an account to square.” 

“T don’t know what vou mean, sir,” cried Reginald, My name is 
not Moodie ; [ have never seen you before ; and naless you cease your 
insolence, | shall give you in charge directly we reach a station.” 

**No, you won't, you may bet on that.” 

Then he leisurely nmvound the wraps about his throat, and removed 
his travelling-cap. 

“Don't you know me now /” he asked with a grin. 

No,” said Reginald faintly ; but | looked in his face and read there 
that he lied, and my heart sank within me. 


“Looking 1m my husband's fac. 


“Well, [ve uo wish to force my acquaintance ou you, but as we vea 
couple of hours betore us, I'm going to tell your good lady here a little 
story.” 

No,” said Reginald faintly, 

“Oh! you say ‘No.’ Now look here, Mr. Whoever-you-are, ts you 
ain't Bol) Moodie, you used to have to obey me in the old days, ced 
you've got to do it again -that’s all.” 

Then he turned to me. 

“ Madam,” he said, *‘ I'm going to tell you the history of a year o 
my life, and you've got to listen, I fancy Pin just about the bigcest 
hlackynard you ever spoke to, ut no matter for that, | won't do you 
no hurt.” 

I turned away and took my Inshand’s hand in nine, it was cold 
and clammy. 

7 will believe nothing azainst you,” said Py but he only shuddered. 


(To be continued next week.) 
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ALLY ON BOARD THE ROYAL YACHT OSBORNE. 
since Uw marriage of H.R.H. Princess Beatrice, ALLY has become the idol of the Royal Family. The Royal Yacht Osborne has been placed at his disposal, 


oy’ 


PIGCULIARLY SHORTSIGHTED. 
Why, bless me, it isn’t a@ grouse after all! T really must ) 
change the number of iny glass. 


3. But sometiines it isn't so; and if the top 
side of your eyes are resting on your cyelids, 
you may congratulate yourself on not bein: 
very much off your perpendicular, 


z Storer says the ways of the ocean are 
varied and singular, Sometimes you walk to 
led as casy ascasy. See opposite © 
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2 5, A. SLOPER as he appeared in his 
+ berth, when, comparatively speaking, 
right end up. 
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D BY ule SAD SEA WANES EAsTBOU Rit 7. ‘Whose lead is it?” s. The Odd Trick. ‘I could have had ‘em beautiful, if it had been a bit calmer,” Storer says. 

: SCES AT THE GRAN EL, Bas fe 4 = mast ase . ‘ 4 ie . 

ae he Ww sid pousaermata standing up for a square? These drawings ave from sketches made by Mr. Fred. Villiers, Special Correspondent to The Graphic, and an old chum of the Eminent's. 
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gentlemen, recently raised to the Peerage, | 5 a = = 
S| on the “ pong” in the Isle of Wight. SOME BATHING COSTUMES FOR FOLKESTONE. 
WN | ‘ 1, The Moocher. 2. The Pirate. 3. The Jersey, 4. The Fishwite. 
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H RATHER A DOUBTFUL COMPLIMENT. RATHER TOO HOT FOR GROUSE. —“#A KY? th Aa Ne eel \ 
j Major Guat back fiom the soudan). Come, now, Wert you Qo aid play with yeur little “Do ven do your own cooking, Bol?" OH! NOT IN THERE! 

Cousins, my dears . ne “Tin net cooking; Pm only drying the powder, ° But there was no occasion for alanu after all, for it wasnt aman, only a very stron. 
i Mics Whietle, Noy Leawt ear children, Denly like men ai selhers. “Oh, goed gracious!" ! minded young lady with ber hair parted on one side, on her way tv Cowes. 
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